LANCERS UNHORSED
might have become a regiment of mechanics, had
lost none of their aristocratic prestige. The young
lieutenant, his breeches reinforced with yellow
leather, had all the glamour of the horsemen of
other days* The road which led to the canton-
ment was edged with gleaming petrol cans that
recalled somehow the white-painted rails along the
approaches to our own stud-farms. The garage
had the spick and span look of a well-kept stable.
And even the battle-dress assumed on the colonel
of the lancers the air of an elegant uniform. Of
him I asked:
'What is your particular role?'
'The same as before. We are still reconnaissance
troops. We go on ahead to look for the enemy and
we wireless to headquarters any information we can
collect.*
'Can't your messages be intercepted?'
'Yes, sure enough, but it doesn't matter a great
deal.'
'The enemy can jam your transmissions?'
'Then we have motor-cyclists.'
I went into one of the cars and wondered how it
could hold in so little space so many things so neatly*
'In the old days,' said Duncan, 'a lancer carried
his lance, a rifle, a sabre, and his bayonet, which was
as much as he could do. These motorized cavalry-
men carry one mounted gun, machine-guns, and
Lord knows what else!'
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